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iuclirect evidence is constant, varied, and convincing-. In the light of this suggestion the following rlioclomontade of philosophy and self-analysis may lose something of its seeming affectation: —
NEW YORK, July 2, '44,
MY DEAR MB. LOWELL, — I can feel for the "constitutional indolence" of which you complain—for it is one of my own hesotting sins.    I am excessively slothful   and wonderfully industrious — by fits.    There  are epochs when any kind of mental exercise is torture, and when nothing yiolcls me ploasure but solitary communion witli the "mountains and the woods,"—the "altars" of Byron.    I have thus rambled and dreamed away whole months, and awake, at last, to a sort of mania for composition.    Then I scribble all day, and read all night, so louo- as the disease endures.    This is also the temperament of P. P. Gooke, of Virginia, the author of((Florence Vane" "Young Rosalie Lee," and some other sweet poems — and I should not bo surprised if it were your own.    Gooke -writes and thinks as you —and I have been told that you resemble him personally.
I am not ambitions — unless negatively.   I now and
tlieii feel stirred up to excel a fool, merely because I hate
to let a fool imagine that he may excel me,   Beyond this
I feel nothing of ambition.   I really perceive that vanity
about which most men merely prate, — the vanity of the
human or temporal life.   I live continually in a reverie
of the future,    I have no faith in human perfectibility.
I  think that human exertion will have no appreciable
effect upon humanity.    Man ia now only more active —
not more happy — nor more wise, than he was 6,000 article, I will send it to you, and get you to get money from Graham.    Give our best love to G. [Signature cut out,] as il she
